THE  ZONES

At X an inhabitant died. He must have been greatly
respected, judging by the crowd which followed his coffin.
The men were in black and the women had their faces
veiled. All carried handkerchiefs in their hands and wore
a sorrowing air. The poor departed! How rich in relatives
and friends!

The funeral procession crossed the demarcation line to
reach the cemetery.

One day the Boches said to themselves: 'This is queer.
There's always a crowd at funerals, but half of them never
come back."

Since a cortege was stopped at the demarcation line,
there have been less people following funerals at X.

In one region which I will not name, in order to save
"ces messieurs'" any bother, a regular service has been
arranged from one zone to the other. In an old charabanc,
fifty persons cross between the zones for a payment of
300 francs each. Outriders on bicycles scout ahead. The
departure is not secret, it is so open that I have always
thought that a large share of the profits must go to the
virtuous fridolins charged with executing orders.

A German patrol has never been seen on the road at
the time the charabanc passes. If you travel alone, I
warn you not to take the same road. You will land
in prison.

Not only do people escape, but fortunes also, in jewel-
lery, dollars, or paper money. At one time a veritable
market was in being. Dealers went into the unoccupied
zone to buy dollars at a reasonable price and resold them
in the occupied zone at a very much higher rate. I have
seen a notary take 800,000 francs across in a single trip.

The demarcation line sometimes presents some un-
expected aspects to those who know it.

One evening I arrived at Vierzon (Cher) and could not
get a room, even in an hotel where I was well known.
I went to a friend who kept a restaurant and also kneftv
of my extra-professional activities. I told Mm of my
surprise. After much telephoning, he obtained a room for
me for the night with an hotel-keeper of his acquaintance.
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